146         THE CALL OF THE WORLD

Strong as was the feeling with which Thelma had
inspired me, I cannot say it was entirely new to me.
For years ago in my own country and among equally
romantic surroundings I had experienced some such
feeling and then I was heard to say to my friends
that all that the poets have sung and romanticists
written about the great feeling fell far short of my
actual experience; for I fancied in the exuberance
of youth all nature bathed in colours of supernal
brilliance and found myself filled to overflowing with
feelings of transcendental tenderness and harmony.
But that was in' my college days and I was then not
much more than a boy, if not exactly in age, in the
experience of life. That apart, this unexpected intro-
duction of a wave of emotionalism into my life was
a veritable blessing to me, for I was like the ordinary
Parsee youth starved for years of simple affection
in my own homeland. The Parsee youth and maiden,
being brought up from childhood in semi-English
atmosphere and their imagination constantly stirred
by all that they see and read of English art, fiction,
and drama, naturally long as they grow older for the
realisation in their own lives of those scenes on which
their imaginations have been so long and so per-
sistently fed and make a silent demand for the satis-
faction of those feelings which in the natural course
of events arise in their lives unprompted and un-
bidden.   But a rather rigid and too antiquated a
code of their communal morality and the value the
parents are apt to set on public opinion result in a
denial of this simple satisfaction of the bare needs
of the young unmarried.    It is, however, forgotten